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He fhall now in this, and in all the Poetical Mercuries we 
publifh for the future, infert a Formal Challenge to VICE, 
wherein we'll endeavour to render all Vice as ugly and as 
odious as it really is, and onthe other fide VIRTUE & 


truly amiable and lovely, fo that all together there will bea 
This New Project for the Promotion of 


formn’d POEM. 
Virtue, fhall be confin’d only to one Vertue and one 
Vice ata time, thac the otier half of the Paper may be 
fice to anfwer {uc Queftions that are fentin Verie, a 
foall any way merit to be taken notice of. 


Challenge 


VICE and ATHEISM. 


Tad Spirit who doft thy fel} around difperfe, 
The Soul and Guardian of the Univerfe : 


That ‘tisa World, ic only owes to thee, 

Which elfe woud {till frightful Chaos be : 
To thee thole bezuteous flrokes which round it fhine 
Loudly all o're confeffing Hands Divine. 
Thy friendly W1\ dom firft, O heavenly Dove 
Did teach the jarring Elemunts to love, 
Till Death and Sin did the fair band unty, 
Diffolve the League, and marr the Harmony ; 
Hence all the mifchiefs that befiege Mankind, 
Wars, Earthquakes, Dearths, Tempeftuous Waves and 
Anda long train of blacker Plagnes behind: (Wind, 
Hence monjtrous Vice her Hydra head does rear, 
And beat with hideous wings the burthen’d Air : 
Hence the lewd Athci/t lives to dare the Sky, 
And hears the Thunder roll unheeded by : 
il-Faith and Life their powerful Forces joyn, 
With Hell’s Auxiliary Bands combine 5 
Proud of their Numbers Truth and Virtue fight, 
Who here, almof alone, maintain thy right ; 
Yet a brave few there are who firm abide, 
(And ftem with their bold breaffs che Impetuous Tide, ) 
Who dare be good, tho’ Numbers them de/pife, 
And fpight of ridicule ftill dare be wile : 
O may I, tho’ unworthy, have the Grace 
latheir bright ranks to fill the bumble/t place ! 
This Mite into their Sacred Treafure bring, 
Nor they difdain fo mean an Offering : 
Whilft you, &ind Spirit, my frozen Breaft infpire, 
And lighten with your own Celeslial Fire ; 
So fhall I with fuccefs all Hell engage, 
Above the Affronts of an ill-natur'd Aze, 
‘ale in my cloie unknown Retirement be, 
And love and pity thofe who cenlure me. 

Gygantick Acheifm! firft I'll grapple thee, 
Root of bad Life and Infidelitie ! 
Tho’ tothe Clouds thou raife thy lofty bead, 
Resloa, thy boafted Sword, fhal] {trike thee dead : 
Proud of thy Ancient houfe, thou feek’ft in vain 
To draw thy Pedigree from mighty Cain. 
He fear'd a God, and tho’ he wifht him none 
lke thee, yet what he fear’d he needs muft own : 


| ‘rthofe who did Mankind ir felf difgrace, 


haughty Gyants of his Faithle(s race, 
All of their Hiftory we ever knew, 
“only that they wanted Grace, like you: 
tir priz'd Memoirs alas we don’t enjoy, 
(Did them, the Ancient Chriftians too deltrov ? ) 


By God and by his injur’d Father curs'd 
Rebellious Cham, in {pite produc’d the firft, 
By whom thou wert in muddy Egypr nurs'd ; 
Ev'n Egypt thee did foon afham’d difown, 
And rather choolea hundred Gods than none. 
Thence thouto lying Greece didft wandring run, 
Where all thy hated Company did fhun, 
Profcrib'd and banifh’d there, ignobly fell, 
And thro’ black Acheron didft fink to Hell : 
The Fiends at thy more monftrous Form amaz’d, 
At thy defcent Intemperate on thee gaz'd, 
Bid thee from thence agen to Earth repair, 
They alls beliew'd, and knew no Athei# there: 
Nor wou'd the Earth agen polluted be, 
But thou from place to place arc forc’d to flee, 
Eternal Vagabonds, thy Sons and thee. 
If all Sanfon and Heylin we furvey, 
Where e’re bold Ships have cut their watry way ; 
Where e’'re by Land the feet of Beafts or Man, 
With ratling Wheels or numerous Carravan, 
Through {andy VVorlds have pafs'd, we light on none, 
No Towns no Nations, whoa God difown. 
Befides, the better men, the more inclin’d, 
More fix'd to this great Truth we them fhall find: 
The more ¢hey this believe, the more their Care 
For a good Life — } 
The wifer andthe better ftill they are. 
The Atheifts all deny, enrag’d and griev’d, 
And {wear ’tis falfe by what they ne’re believ’d, 
That there’s enough to {poil th’ fndudion boalt, 
And inftance in the fierce Soldznian Coaft : 
The Wri inthe Weft, i’th’ Eaft a few, 
At Monomstapa and Zenderoo. t 
Should al! they ask be kindly granted true, 
The Argument’s ftil! firm, which thus we guard, 
What's one {inall part to this great whole compar'd ? 
Some few exceptions {poil not general Rules, 
Mankind is Rational, tho’ Atheifts Fools. 
Though little Inequalities are found 
On its rough face, all grant the World is round. 
Befides, tor your good Friends we urge agen, 
Tis doubted if they re rank’t with Beafts or Men : 
Scarce Humane in thelr Gefture, Voiee or Face, 
From Seed’s confus'd, a monftrous Mungril Race. 
Enjoy your mighty Aim, and whilft you pleate, 
Now boaft of {uch unenvy'’d Votes as thefe : 
And fiace with them yon’ve fo much fympathy, 
Tis pity you fhou’d ever parted be. 
O wou'd you People fome forfaken place, 
Your felves alone, and not Mankind difgrace : 
To th’ Cape, or the Carribbe Ifles repair, 
Steal, Murder, Ravifh one another there. 
T’ your Faith, your Praétice joyn, we foon fhou'd fee, 
Thé not admire what the fucce{s wou'd be. v 
J 


In vain you urge that Honour does fupply 
The place of Juftice, Truth and Piety, 
Your God, your Rule to guide your Actions by: 
For Honour the Reward of Virtue is, 

Or elfe a blaft, a Shade, a Nothing’tis. 
If Virtue you allow againit your Will, 
You grant us Principles of Good and I!!. 
A higheft Good there is, if Good at all, 
And Good Supream the Deity we call. 
If {till Confens of Nations you deny, ° 
Still pleading your own wife Authority, 
liek at the Idea which you can't coniute, 
That true and real ’tis, we thus difpure: 
If Nat’ral ‘tis, ‘tis granted even by you, 
And plain to Senfe it felf it muft be true. 


But this appears, and we diftiactly prove, 
If we all other Springs can firit remove, 


And thefe two Heads alone affign'd may be, 
With any Face of probability, 

Aucient Tradition, or Stare-Poticy ; 

That no State-Engine ‘tis may hence appear, 
That we can teack and find it ev'ry where : 

Nor cou’d at once all Polititians join, 

And in the profitable Cheat combire : 

Nor fore amorgft themfelves th’ agreement make, 
Others from neighbouring States the Notion take, 
Since from all others fome by Seas profound 
Remov'd by Enemies, fome compa!s'd round, 
Whence what their Friends or neighbouring Nations ule, 
Thefe cou’d not, and the other wou'd sot chute, 
Yet aj] in this unanimous agree, 

They all adore and owna Deity. 

If from Tradition tiackr, in the frft Man 

Ie ends, and thea they own the World began ; 
But to what end fhou’d he the World ceceive, 
Or if not natural how fhou'd all believe ? 
Befides, for crath Traditions Plea ftancs fair, 

If always ‘cwas believd anc every where, 
What ftronger Evicence coud we Genre? 

A!l cou’d n’t fure te cleat chem!ely s conipire: 
Traditions help Truths not efham'd to own, 
Tho’ does net here on shat depend vone, 

Niy, can maintain its telf without its Aid, 

Th’ Idea that, net that th’ dea mace. 

The Truch of this by its own Light appears, 
For fince in the long Traét of rolling Years 
Around the Globe io many Nations tofs'd, 

So many uleful Noble Arts are loft, 
Taught only by Tradition, how fhould this 
Survive ‘ein a}l, unlefs more Nat’ral "cis ? 

Reft here, you but this one Retrenchment have, 
What's ail the World co us the Wife and Brave ? 
We all the World but our lov’d felv’s deipile, 

Vie and right Reafon we Monopolize 5 

‘Tis Nonfenie all, what all befide us fay, 

And with joud Laughrer ftill we win the day: 
We grat vou there che odds, and are content 
Entire tu yield you your laft Argument 5 
Let's then another Batiery prepure, 
And try if we have better Fortune there : 
From any Being, or Effect affiga’d 

We clearly argue an Almighty Mind, 

Each Second Caxfe a Firjt does platuly fhow, 

That Fit is God, nor cau we further go ; 
Nothing i: felfcan auake, but we muff run 

At the lait ftep to what was made by none: 
Chance cou’d not maxe this beauteous Horld, nor are 
Its Works fo jut, fo regular and fair ; 

Nor cou'd it any more che product be 
OF an nnguided blind Neceffitie ; 
Since not eternal, tor we clearly know 
Ir neither was in Faét, nor cou’d be fo. 
The firft is froin Arts late Invention plain, 

To which fome Deluge you objeét in vain: 
You're witi fuch Aniwers not your felves content, 
"Tis but perbaps, and that’s no Argument ; 

And as it was not, fo it cou’d not be, 

Since a direét impofGbilitie : 

And one ahlurd firit giv’n, a thoufand’more 
Succeed, 25 palpable as that before: 

the firit ablurdity, ev’n plain to fight 

Yhat Montter is — a double infinite. 

For if the Workd eternal we conceive, 
The pares as well as whole we fo believe ; 
Bur if with juft impartial Eye we trace 
Each ftep, each line in Afother Natures Face ; 
Each ftroke, each beautious Feature there we fee 
Confutes the thoughts of her Eternitie : 
If Sun and Moon, and Night and Day we {can, 
And the great Lord of the Creation, Man, 
Wide Earth, va{t Seas in hollow Caverus pent, 
This Noble Truth inall is evident. 
And firft the chearful Light of Heaven’s fair Sun 
Thro’ infinite Progreffions cou’d not run; 
Nor cou’d the Earth in the fame ftate perfift 
As now, nor cou’d from endle(s age exift : 
Which thus for what we urge we bring to bear, 
The Sun, the Light, the Earth together were ; 


If then the Light eternal cou’d not be, 

No more could any other of the three ; 

But that cou’d not, for chufe you which you pleafe, 
ur Hemifphere or the Antipodes, 

And if eternal ’twas, or one of thele, 

Or one or both we muft affign to be 

Enlighten’d by the Sun eternallie ; 

If only ours not theirs, if theirs not ours, 

Further it follows, but a few hort hours ; 

Buc halfa Day wou'd all the difference be 

Betwixt fhort Time and long Exernitie : 

Nor cou'd Sols beams on both at once defcend, 

Nor Light fucceflively to either lend 

From all Eternity — if this you fay : 

You grant, at once ore all the World twas dey, 

If chat you're as abfird, for if you plead 

This Light did fiom Exernity tucceed, 

And either after either warm and chiar 

Now ours, and now the Southern He: 

This fatal Confeqaence you can’t ayeid., 

Which has your own Hypothefis deftioy’d ; 

That fomethire elder th 

And further that it felt eternal ’tis, 

In two eternals tell me where's the fence 

Or the fame Age, yet fix hours difference 

Between their Birth — Befides what cou’d you gain 

It Lorh Etsrnal granted? fince ’tis plain 

You're fore d to own if you to this agree, 

At once the fame thing can and cannot be, 

Suppole what's fxfinisze may be furpa/e'!, 

And what eternal is have jirft cud Li? : 

Ifthen the Lighe with equal pace does run- 

And ccataneous is with Herven’s bright Sun, 

As Earth with both, and if the beauitious Light | 

Cannot be in its aftio infinite, 

We needs muff gra Principle more high, 

Which aétion both aad being can fupply ; 

And that’s aGo!, who Earth and San did make, 

Which to demonttrate we did undertake. 
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0% The Ladies Queftions will be Anfwered 
next Tuelday, and after that once every 
Fortnight, "tile have Anfwer'd tke ma 
ny ingenious Questions ditely fent us by 
the Fair Sex. | 
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Adberttieinent. 
He P oft-Boy robb'd of bis 
Mail, or the Pacquet 


broke open, confifting of 500 


LETTERS to Perfons of 
feveral Qualities and Cond- 
tions, with OBSER VATI-| 
ONS upon each Letter :| 
Publifhed by a Gentleman 
Concerned in the Frollich 
Price Bound Two Shilling: 
Six Pence. Printed for Jom 
Dunton at the Raven in th 
Pouttrey. | 
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LO ND ON, Printed for Johat Zunton at the Raven inthe Pos/trey, 1692: | 


